NADIR, THE PERSIAN
The wonder of all this mortal earth,
All jewel-encrusted, its thousand eyes Alive with the light of the star-strewn skies. The lion took this for his royal share, But the rest was divided free and fair. Three hundred mohxirs and something more Bach trooper home to his hearthstone bore. From the day when the world began to roll, No robber had levied so heavy a toll, And ne'er since the sun first rose in the east, Had the vultures been fed with so bounteous a feast*
But with every step on our homeward ride
Our hearts grew heavy with grief, For the Nadir Bhah, our King in his pride,
Our ever victorious Chief, Grew dark and morose,   An insidious change Was wrought in his soul by a malady strange.
Was it the curse of that slaughter great
That lay on his soul with a motxntain weight ?
Had his reason been shaken xipon her throne
On that fateful night by the blow of the stone ?
He seldom spoke and he never smiled,
And his fierce eyes gleamed with a lustre wild.
He had called us " his lambs," in his humour rude,
But all was altered now. He sat apart by the hour to brood, And a shadow which changed his kindly mood
Lay heavy upon his brow.